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after half-past ten!   Cyrano died at twenty minutes before
three in the morning!

Dawn grayed the east as reloading began. Mike, a
bibulous, watery-eyed gas-man whom Mansfield retained
for years in recognition of an early sacrifice, was overheard
in the midst of the confusion to remark oathsomely:
"Well, this company has done nearly everything in its
day, but this is the first time I ever knew the Chief to play
a milkman's matinee."

The effect on Mansfield of the new adulation was curi-
ous. Instead of exalting his pride and hardening his
reserve, he thawed and mellowed. For years, though
fighting aggressively, personally he had been on the
defensive. Cordial acknowledgment of his position now
dissolved the necessity of his defence.

His spirits rose as his debts lightened, for as soon as the
immediate obligations for the production of " Cyrano" were
paid, eight hundred dollars were applied each week to the
balance of one hundred and sixty-five thousand dollars he
owed for his experiments in London and with the Garrick
Theatre. This weekly instalment was paid for seven
years, and in 1905 he had the supreme satisfaction of hav-
ing paid every dollar he owed.

There was little growth in Mansfield's art or his per-
sonality. Both seemed mature in their early expression.
The Baron Chevrial of the young man of twenty-five was
as well imagined and as finished as any later creation.
The King Richard which was acclaimed when Mansfield
was forty-eight he declared was no better than the neg-
lected Gloster of sixteen years before. He would probably
have given the same performance of Cyrano, Ivan, or Gynt
at thirty that he did later, for his genius seemed to have
sprung full-flowered into being. Has it not been saidas storm, however, resulted in the most novel ex- Damon Lyon.
